650	A MODERN COMEDY
" If only I amounted to something,'* murmured
Michael; " but I always feel as if I could creep into one
of my back teeth."
" Have it crowned. What you want is brass, Mont.
And talking of brass : There's your late adversary ! She's
got it all right. Look at her ! "
Michael saw Marjoric Ferrar moving away from the
great Italian, in not too much of a sea-green gown, with
her red-gold head held high. She came to a stand a small
room's length from Fleur, and swept her eyes this way
and that. Evidently she had taken up that position in
deliberate challenge.
" I must go to Fleur."
" So must I," said Mr. Blythc, and Michael gave him a
grateful look.
And now it would have been so interesting to one less
interested than Michael. The long, the tapering nose of
Society could be seen to twitch, move delicately upwards,
and like the trunk of some wild elephant scenting man,
writhe and snout this way and that, catching the whiff
of sensation. Lips were smiling and moving closer to
ears ; eyes turning from that standing figure to the other ;
little reflective frowns appeared on foreheads, as if, beneath
cropped and scented scalps, brains were trying to make
choice. And Marjorie Fcrrar stood smiling and composed ;
and Fleur talked and twisted the flower in her hand;
and both went on looking their best. So began a battle
without sign of war declared, without even seeming re-
cognition of each other's presence. Mr. Blythc, indeed,
stood pat between the two of them. Bulky and tall,
he was an effective screen. But Michael, on the other
side of her, could see and grimly follow. The Nose was
taking time to apprehend the full of the aroma ; the Brain
to make its choice. Tide seemed at balance, not moving

